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Old (But Not Old-fashioned) 


by constantly_thinking 


Summary 


Having told her parents and friends about who she really is, Ikuno decides to come out to her 
grandfather as well. 


Notes 


This story is an interquel to A Hole in the Heart; it is set mostly during Chapter 14: Pedestal 
(both the Friday evening and the Saturday morning), but the flashback occurs during Chapter 
13: Building Bridges. 


There are also references to the main plot of A Hole in the Heart (i. e., the whole Hiro and 
Zero Two plot), as well as Ichigo’s and Zorome’s respective ones. If things don’t make sense 
here, I’d strongly advise you read that fic in this series for context. 


(Funny story — this story was supposed to be posted on New Year’s Eve, but my internet 
decided it didn’t want to work for some reason for a few days. Even after contacting my 
broadband provider, who had to transfer the problem to another company as it was to do with 
wires and cables and not anything at home, the issue somehow fixed itself today without 
explanation. Well, I’m not complaining.) 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Ikuno was in her bed, sitting against its headboard with comfort from her pillow on her back 
as she read. Reading was a hobby of hers she had had since she was a toddler, and even when 
she became sixteen, she had no interest in stopping. She often read during breaks at Franxx 
Academy, as well as in her spare time at home. This instance was no exception, as she would 
also read before attempting to fall asleep to help her relax. 


The book in her hands had only been acquired that same day. As she had decided to announce 
to her friends and family the truth about her sexuality, her friend—and fellow lesbian— 
Naomi decided to pass a book that helped her onto her friend. Titled Acceptance: 
Understanding Your LGBT Self, it provided Ikuno with more information than she had 
imagined. 


Knock knock knock. 


Ikuno’s attention was instantly drawn away from her book towards the gentle knocking on 
her bedroom door. She turned her head to face it and called, telling the person they could 
enter. She rested her book on her lap, the pages open so she did not lose her place, but she 
had memorised the page numbers just in case. Her father Nao stood in her doorway, the man 
with the bushy moustache giving a small smile as he looked at his daughter. 


“Just a reminder, we’ll be visiting your grandad tomorrow morning,” he told her. “Do you 
want to join us still or have you set something up with your friends?” 


I'm free,” she replies. “I don’t mind saying hello as it’s been a few weeks since we last saw 
him.” 


“Okay,” he nods. “We’ll be leaving around quarter to ten.” 


Ikuno nodded back, signalling this was not a problem for her. Nao left, gently shutting the 
door behind him, allowing his daughter to look back at her book. She finished reading the 
next sentence, completing another page in the process, and turned the page over. Grabbing 
the bookmark she had left on her bedside table and slipping it into the book, she then placed 
the book on the table along with her glasses. 


After fluffing her pillow, she turned her bedside light off and rested in her bed properly, but 
did not immediately attempt sleeping. She was not upset in the slightest; if anything, she was 
the complete opposite. She was happy. She had never felt so happy before. Finally telling her 
parents and friends about her sexuality was a weight that had been removed from her, even 
though she only told her parents the truth in person. She initially texted her friends that same 
day about it, but the following day at the academy during morning break was when they were 
able to converse properly. 


Just like we often did, I sat out in the academy & field on the grass with my friends, 
conversing with one another about the day we had had so far. The only member of our large 
group who was absent was Ichigo, who had been hospitalised for reasons we could not get 


out heads around. She texted us very early in the morning, claiming that she had started a 
fight with Hiro’ girlfriend Zero Two and had accidentally injured herself. 


It was odd to hear that she was the instigator, as she was normally very composed and never 
sought to hurt anyone. The only person to show no sympathy towards her was Miku, who 
even went so far as to likening Ichigo s actions to the film where the villain killed the main 
character pet rabbit. 


While we did express our confusion at what she had done, the conversation soon changed to 
focus on myself and Naomi. 


“Well, I think we all need to address the other elephant—or rather, elephants—in the room. ” 
Goro glanced at me and we both smiled. 


“None of us knew,” Kokoro nodded. She then faced me. “Remember, we e going to be here 
for both of you. ” 


“And don t forget Mitsuru!” Zorome grinned in a mischievous way. He & gay for Hiro.” 


“Shut the hell up,” he replied in an irritated tone. Jou ll poke fun at other people for being 
gay, and insult me as if I was too, but the opposite sex is a-okay for you.” 


Zorome & grin instantly disappeared when he was told this. He awkwardly scratched the back 
of his head. 


“Yeah, uh... not entirely He faced me again. “Look, Ikuno... Naomi... I’ve made some jokes 
about people who are gay or lesbian in the past. ” He was clearly showing guilt, something he 
rarely did. “I know how much this means to the both of you, so if I’ve ever made you feel” 


“Zorome, its fine, I quickly reassured him. In the corner of my eye, I saw Naomi nod to this 
as well. “We know you wouldn t have said anything if you knew. To tell the truth...” I paused 
for a second, noticing how I was sweating. Despite my anxiety and how I looked down at the 
grass as I clenched the material of my skirt, I smiled and let out a small chuckle. “God, this 
is embarrassing.” 


“There s nothing wrong with who you are,” Miku was fast to reply, so I told her “its not that, 
it’s just that... I know this is silly, but I was scared. I was worried you wouldn t be my friends 
anymore.” 


“Tt doesn t matter if you like girls or not.” Futoshi stopped eating his bread roll to talk to me. 
“Thats never going to stop us from being your friend. You're still the same smart and nice 
person we ve known for ages. Plus, why would you think we wouldn t be friends anymore?” 


“Ever since I learned homosexuality was a thing, I was looking it up on the web and learned 
that there are some people who dislike it... rather strongly. I thought all of you guys, let alone 
my own parents, might react that way. ” 


Ne d never do that, Hiro firmly reassured me. “There s a lot more to a person than what 
they’re attracted to. 


“And if it wasn t for you telling me first, Id have never came out to everyone else as well. 


I faced Naomi, who was sitting not far away from where I was. “I may have told my parents 
about it years ago, but I just kept waiting to tell all you guys. She glanced at the rest of our 
friends. “I was a little nervous too. I was worried like you were. ” She faced me again. “I’m 

glad we came out together. If it wasn t for you, I wouldnt have had that little push. Here — I 

have something for you.” 


She reached into her satchel and pulled out a book, which she passed over to me. It was the 
one I was reading before I went to bed. I looked at her with complete surprise, but Naomi just 
kept on smiling. 


“My mother gave it to me years ago. You can keep it. Believe me, I won t be needing it 
anymore. Even if you ve done some of your own research — with or without fearmongering - 
you'll still learn a thing or two.” 


“Thank you, I smiled at her. “This really will be useful. 


Having stared up at her ceiling in the darkness as she remembered the conversation with her 
friends, a question popped into Ikuno’s head. 


“Grandad has always been so cheerful and supportive of me. Would he be just as accepting as 
my parents and friends are?” 


Junto lived on the opposite side of Cerasus, so a car journey was more than appropriate for 
Ikuno and her parents to reach his home. He was her paternal grandfather and lived in a 
bungalow, which he once shared with his wife Fukumi. Almost eight years prior, she had died 
from complications from a stroke; what made her passing worse was how it was only mere 
weeks before Christmas occurred. 


Nao parked his car on the side of the road near his father’s house and his family all stepped 
out of the car. Utano opened the small gate and walked up to the wooden front door, which 
had bulbous glass on it that distorted a person’s attempts to look inside. She was then 
followed by Ikuno and her husband as she rang the doorbell. After a few seconds, they could 
see movement coming from inside the bungalow through the glass, and the door soon 
opened, revealing an older seventy-nine-year-old man with a large beard whose hair was 
thinning on top. 


“Just in time!” he beamed. Despite his age, he was very nimble. “The kettle has just boiled as 
well. Any particular drinks you will want?” 


Just tea,” his son replied. 
“The same,” his daughter-in-law added. 


“Likewise,” his granddaughter also mentioned. 


“Tea it is then!” 


They followed him into the house, passing through the brown-carpeted living room into the 
long conservatory. While the living room seemed darker due to its off-white walls and the 
carpet, the conservatory was much brighter, due to not just the glass ceiling and sliding doors 
to the garden—even though the blinds were not all open—and the turquoise walls. There 
were two sofas, with one against the wall which was overlooked by a small window into the 
kitchen also adjacent to the living room, while the other was against the nearby wall, but was 
not opposite it. After a minute, Junto had made all the cups of tea and the family were called 
to retrieve theirs. After this, they returned to the conservatory, with Junto sitting by himself 
on one sofa while Ikuno sat with her parents on the other, being in close range to her 
grandfather. 


“So, how have your weeks been?” Junto heartily asked his family. Any funny stories happen 
up at the hospital, Nao?” 


“As always,” his son nodded. “First bizarre case was a man who fell on a cactus while drunk. 
Removing the big needles was fairly straightforward, but when it came to the tinier ones, we 
basically had to wax-strip him to get them off.” 


Junto laughed at this. 
“Serves them right.” 


“And then a person who had to have something removed from them because they ‘sat on 
it’...” He made air quotation marks with his fingers... Really hard, apparently. Lastly, a 
woman who cut herself by accident and decided to do her own stitching before she came to 
the hospital.” 


“Her own stitching?” His father was surprised. Nao nodded back. 
“They had to be persuaded by their family to seek professional help.” 
Junto gave a small chuckle at this. 

“What about you, Dad?” 


“Well, nothing much happens around here with me, as you already know. While I’m glad I’ve 
long since retired, things do get a bit quiet until you three or your sister comes by.” He then 
looked at Utano. “What about you? How’s your week been?” 


School has been the same since we last met, frankly.” She did not know exactly what to say. 
“Although we do get good inspection results, the public keep unfairly comparing us to 
Franxx and APE. We’re an elementary school, not a high school. It’s two different things. 
You’d have thought we'd be compared to Mistilteinn Elementary.” 


“Did you see that news yesterday about APE?” her father-in-law asked her. 


“The arrest?” Utano asked back, receiving a nod as a response. “Yes, it is very surprising. 
Even if it’s the one teacher, it’s still going to bring a lot of bad publicity not just because of 


the bad press they already have, but it really depends on the severity of the content in the 
material the teacher had.” 


“Well, it’s a good thing you don’t go to APE,” Junto then told Ikuno. “So, what about you?” 
He smiled at her. “How was your school week?” 


“Nothing new test-wise,” the spectacled girl confessed. ““We have a new member in our year 
who is also in my homeroom. It’s the girl Mum used to mention she’d heard a lot about 
where she teaches. Her name is Hana, but she prefers being called Zero Two.” 


“Zero Two?” Her grandfather was surprised. “What is that, a codename or something?” 


“Hiro’s made friends with her and they seem to be in love. When she invited him to her 
house afterschool Wednesday, she was showing off art she liked to make and they both 
realised they had met years ago. It turns out he had once found her while he was running 
away from home and she had been missing after being abandoned by her suicidal mother. She 
calls herself Zero Two because, when the police had found them, they did not initially know 
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who she was so they nicknamed her ‘child zero-two’. 


“What a shocking tale about fate.” Junto was surprised. It certainly was nothing like he had 
heard of before. “So, what’s she like now? Have you made friends with her too?” 


Ikuno shook her head. 


“Neither myself or my other friends like her. She often misbehaves in lesson, she accidentally 
concussed Mitsuru during P.E. and showed no regret for it, and pressured Hiro into pelting a 
teacher’s car with eggs. To make things worse, the teacher turned out to be Mr. Kato, A.K.A. 
one of the strictest teachers in the whole school. Also, we still don’t know exactly what 
happened, but she got into a fight with Ichigo, who says it was all her own fault. She said she 
started it by tricking Zero Two into going out in the middle of the night and is now in hospital 
because of a minor back injury.” 


“From what you’ve said about her in the past, it’s not like her to pick a fight,” Utano noted. 


She was jealous of Zero Two loving Hiro.” Ikuno reiterated what her parents had already 
been informed of that Junto was now only learning. “She even said to me and Goro that she 
secretly loved him.” 


“Have you gone to visit her?” Junto asked. 


I haven't, but Hiro has. He said everything has been fixed between them, as they had a small 
argument.” 


“How do you feel about her? You’re not going to ditch her as a friend, are you?” 


“Of course not!” Ikuno was fast to respond. “She made a mistake and she learned she did 
wrong. I’m never going to stop being her friend.” 


“Good,” Junto nodded. “You always speak so highly of her, and since she knows she did 
wrong and wishes to make up for it, she deserves you as a friend.” 


Ikuno nodded back, giving a small smile. That was when she remembered the events of the 
previous few days in her personal life. Recounting her thoughts from the night before, she 
decided to push herself forward, albeit gently. 


“Look, um...” She gave a small sip of her tea, which was still too hot. She placed her cup on 
the nearby stool. “Outside of school, there was something else that happened this week. I 
think it’s best I tell you too.” 


Her mother sharply looked her. 


“Ikuno, are you sure about this?” Utano rested a hand on her daughter’s, which was on her 
lap. “You don’t have to tell everyone immediately.” 


It's fine.“ Nao faced her. Although he was displaying some confidence, it was clear he was 
slightly hesitant. He cared for his daughter, and while he had no qualms over who she truly 
was, he was very protective of her and how she was treated by others. “It’s her decision.” 


“Give the girl a chance,” Junto was positive. “If she has something to say, let her say it.” 


Ikuno then looked back at her grandfather and adjusted her glasses. She was suddenly 
nervous, but nowhere near to the extent she was on the previous evening of the previous 
Thursday. 


“On Thursday, I had something I wanted to tell everyone. It was something I'd started 
thinking about six years ago and, to tell you the truth, it really worried me. As time went on, I 
became more and more worried. It was really bothering me.” 


Well, what could this be?” Junto asked her, still smiling. “Have you done something bad?” 


“No,” Ikuno let out a small chuckle at the idea. No, I haven't. Misbehaviour isn’t my type of 
thing, unlike for Zorome and Zero Two. The truth is, in the years to come, I won’t be looking 
for a boyfriend.” 


“Now, come on.” Junto still seemed amused. “One little scrap with — oh, what’s his name? 
Pricksuru?” 


“Mitsuru,” Nao replied. 
“Right. One little scrap with Mitsuru and you’ve gone against boys?” 


It's nothing to do with that,” Ikuno reassured him, rerailing the conversation. “Or any boys 
for that matter.” She cleared her throat, her hands on her lap and holding her knees. “The 
reason I don’t want to have a boyfriend is because I’Il be wanting a girlfriend instead.” 


“A girlfriend?” Junto reiterated her words. He still smiled, but it was evident he was both 
surprised and confused. 


“Grandad, the truth is I am a lesbian.” 


It was then that not just Ikuno, but both of her parents noticed how Junto seemed to have 
frozen up. 


A lesbian?” he asked with perplexity in his voice. His smile had vanished and he almost 
appeared wide-eyed. 


“Yes,” Ikuno calmly nodded. “It means I like girls instead of boys.” 
“T, uh, I know that.” 


He seemed very dazed. He looked away from the trio on the opposite sofa, something clearly 
bothering him. He then stood up slowly and approached a wooden shelf in the corner of the 
room, which held many framed photographs. He looked directly at a picture that contained 
Fukumi, who had short wavy hair, and a five-year-old Ikuno, who was seated on her lap. 


“Dad?” Nao called to him. “Is everything alright?” 


Junto still continued looking at the framed picture, but after several seconds, he picked it up 
and slowly returned to the sofa he had sat on. After he seated himself, he looked at the 
photograph for several more seconds before facing his family again. 


“Tkuno,” he quietly began. “Would you sit next to me, please?” 


Ikuno’s own smile had long since disappeared and everything felt tense. Had she been too 
optimistic? She was so happy with how her friends and parents felt about the truth that she 
never considered the possibility there would be people who would not be as accepting as 
them. She was fully aware of stereotypes of older generations being prejudiced and disliking 
newer beliefs, but never for a second thought her own grandfather might be one of those 
people. 


As Junto requested, she stood up from where she sat, carefully avoiding knocking her cup of 
tea over, and sat beside him on the sofa he was on. The adolescent worriedly looked up at 
him, but he never faced her. 


“There was a time when what you said would have caused a lot of trouble. Heck, it actually 
could’ve even gotten you in trouble with the law itself.” 


Just like on Thursday, Ikuno was worried. She was dreading anything else she was going to 
be told. 


“For years, you have both been surprising me and making me proud.” 


She could feel her heart sinking. She knew where this was going to go and her anxiety was 
becoming worse. He then faced her. 


“Today is no exception.” 


Her eyes widened. She covered her mouth with a hand, gasping and almost laughing at his 
unexpected response. 


“Oh my god,” she was able to quietly respond. She removed her hands from her mouth. “I-I 
thought for a second you wouldn’t be okay with this.” 


“You shouldn’t need anyone’s approval to be who you are,” Junto told her. “Ikuno, you are 
such a wonderful girl. You have friends and family who love you so much. Do you really 
think they’d let something like this change anything?” 


He briefly looked at the photograph again, only to then present it to his granddaughter. 
“Tell me... this little girl with her grandmother. Who is she?” 


“Well, that’s me.” Ikuno was quiet with her reply. There was a cross between emotion and 
confusion within her. 


“Are you still her?” she was asked. “Are you still this girl?” 


It was then that the spectacled teenager seemed hesitant to answer. There was a lengthy 
silence. She was trying to avoid answering the question due to the building of her emotions. 
There was a sense of joy unlike any other that she could tell was trying to escape. 


“Of course it is!” Junto suddenly blurted, beaming all the while. “You’re still her and she’s 
still you. As you know, a day after you were born, your grandmother and I paid a visit to you 
and your mother in hospital. Do you know what your gran said when it was her turn to hold 
you?” 


Ikuno shook her head gently. 


“You were going to make us proud. Those were her words. Everything about you has made 
her words ring true.” 


If she was still here,” Nao quickly added, albeit gently, “she would be just as proud as your 
grandad is.” 


“Indeed she would, Nao,” Junto nodded. “We always said that there are some wise and smart 
women in this family. You chose well with Utano, and you’ve both done well to raise this 
young lady. She would be just as accepting as we are.” 


Her lip trembling, Ikuno could no longer choke back a tiny sob. As she cried, this time tears 
of joy instead of fear, Junto placed the framed photograph on the nearby coffee table to hold 
his granddaughter tight. Like with her mother, she buried her head in his shoulder. The fear 
she had felt beforehand was nowhere near as bad as when she came out to her parents, but the 
joy was even greater. 


“Honestly,” Junto jokingly muttered. “Just like her father the day she was born.” 


“Crying down the phone at the announcement it was a girl,” Utano remarked with 
amusement. 


Fukumi and I thought something had gone wrong,” Junto chuckled. “God, we were relieved 
when he stopped blubbering.” 


Nao rolled his eyes from the embarrassment. 
“Now, come on.” He gently made Ikuno look up at him again. “Let’s dry those eyes.” 


Junto released his hold from her to grab the tissue box on the coffee table in front of the sofa 
they were on. Underneath it was a small plastic bin, which he also brought forward. Ikuno 
proceeded to wipe away her tears of joy and blow her nose, the latter of which had been 
running considerably, before tossing the used tissues into the bin. 


“Now, who did you tell first?” Junto asked her. “Your mum and dad or your friends?” 


“Neither actually,” the spectacled girl confessed, her tears now gone. “It was Ms. Matsumoto, 
my homeroom teacher. She found me when I was upset. I’d been crying because the only girl 
I liked wasn’t interested in girls and I was worried.” 


“Worried? About what?” 
“Telling everyone the truth.” 


“What on earth for?” Junto was surprised. “You know your friends and family have been 
there for you through thick and thin.” 


“My biggest fear was Mum and Dad were not just going to be mad and upset, but they were 
going to kick me out.” 


Junto looked shocked at her words, but not in the same way as he was earlier. 


“Young lady,” he began, “if your parents came round here today, claiming to have pulled the 
‘we never had a daughter’ card, they would be getting the biggest earful of their entire lives.” 
There was seriousness in his words. “I would make it clear to them they were absolutely in 
the wrong, and then I would pull the ‘I have no son and daughter-in-law’ card on them in 
return. I wouldn’t be having it one bit.” 


And the best part,” Ikuno smiled, letting a small chuckle escape. “I know you're being 
serious.” 


“I most certainly am!” Junto boasted. 
“Then why did you act the way you did when she came out?” Nao asked him. 


It's called being surprised’, Nao,” Junto told his son calmly, his tone sounding corrective. 
“And I most certainly was. And do you know why I was surprised about this? Because it put 
things into perspective for me. These past few years, you’ve changed so much, Ikuno.” He 
faced her again. “You used to be such a cheerful girl. I assumed you went quiet because of 
just puberty and that fight you had with one of your friends. After you told me the truth 
today, it just clicked. I know how much this means to you. The Jingus are a progressive and 
open-minded family, and while I may be old, I’m certainly not old-fashioned. We’re all proud 
of you. If we’re not proud of you for being kind, we’re proud because you’re mature. If it’s 
not that, it sure is hell is because of how you’re our little overachiever. All that tuna straight 
out of the tin your mother craved when expecting you never went to waste.” 


It certainly didn't, Utano remarked, smiling just like her father-in-law and daughter. And 
there was your father thinking I was going to give you mercury poisoning.” 


“But honestly, you are so smart, Ikuno.” Again, Junto was serious, but was joyful. “Even 
when you were a baby and a toddler, you were impressing us. You were walking and talking 
a few weeks before most children were.” 


“And I was her first word,” Nao noted. Dada'.“ 
“I still envy that,” Utano commented. 


“But I’m never going to be like Hiro,” Ikuno lamented. “He’s so smart. Every time me and 
my friends think we’re going to do excellently, Hiro always outshines us.” 


“Well, do you still look up to him, like how your friends and classmates have always done?” 
She nodded to this. 


Well, keep at it. What you don’t succeed in now, you'll find yourself succeeding in things 
they’d never be able to dream of. In fact, look at how different things were between yourself 
and your dad when being potty trained.” 


“No, she doesn’t need to hear this!” 
Nao was fast to respond, leaning forward on the sofa. 
“Look, she’s blushing!” 


He pointed at his daughter, who was turning red at the mere thought of something so childish 
and embarrassing. 


“Well, so are you.” 


Utano’s comment was completely true, as his face was red as well. Nao faced his wife with 
an expression that clearly showed his lack of amusement. 


“You're going to have fun humiliating us, aren't you?” 
Junto chuckled before he started speaking. 


“Your dad found a spider when we were training him all those years ago, it gave me and your 
gran several months of chaos.” 


“Well, it did have eggs,” Utano grinned, making Nao tell her “don’t encourage him!” 


“Whereas you? You were trained in only a few weeks. Just like your dad, you found a spider, 
but what did you do? You simply scooped it out and had a conversation with it as you went 
about your business.” 


By that point, Ikuno lifted the collar of her shirt and tried to hide her face in it. 


“And you named it Pietro,” Utano added, also making her daughter reply in a hiss “don’t 
encourage him!” 


“The point is...” Junto held her hand again and she removed her face from her shirt. We're 
proud of you. What you’re oriented towards will never change that, and I refuse to see 
anyone try to change the wonderful person that you already are.” 


She smiled again at her grandfather, this time hugging him again. He hugged back for a few 
seconds before they released from their embrace and continued their conversation. 


“And I imagine your friends have been just as accepting?” 


“Very,” Ikuno nodded. “I came out to Naomi first knowing she was supportive of gay people, 
and then she revealed why: she’s a lesbian too!” 


“Well, at least you’re not alone.” 
She even let me have a book that helped her understand herself. I really do think it'll help.“ 


“What are friends for?” Junto remarked. “They will always be there for you like we all are. 
Plus, you never know — you could hook up with her in future.” 


“What?!” Ikuno once again turned red. “No! Just because we’re the only lesbians in our 
group of friends doesn’t mean we’ll become girlfriends!” 


“Well, how do you feel about her?” Utano asked her. “Other than her being your friend, did 
you feel closer to her than anyone else? Do you get along well?” 


“Yeah, we get along,” Ikuno shrugged. “But the only person I’ve properly felt close to was 
the girl who revealed she wasn’t interested.” 


“Ichigo,” Nao named the person in question. Ikuno once again appeared shocked, almost 
embarrassed, by her father naming the person. 


“Ichigo?” Junto repeated the name. “Well, that makes sense. You did talk about her a lot 
when you were younger. If you weren’t talking about Hiro, it was always her.” 


An electronic buzzing could suddenly be heard. Ikuno realised it was her phone and pulled it 
out of her pocket. She read who the incoming call was coming from. 


“Kokoro.” She named the person. “Sorry.” She stood up to excuse herself. “It has to be 
important.” 


She walked into the living room and answered her call. 
“Kokoro, is everything alright?... What?... Sorry, did you just say... Oh, god.” 


The call soon ended, and she quickly used a couple of her apps on the phone. She returned to 
the conservatory and sat beside Junto again. 


“Has something happened?” Utano asked her. 

It's APE. There's been a massive news leak.” 
“What is it?” Nao enquired. 

“The place has been confirmed to be highly corrupt.” 
“Corrupt?” Junto was surprised. 


“They must have found it when looking at what that other guy had,” Nao guessed. “There 
have been rumours over the years about the place not being as good as it appears, but not 
much has been said in relation to it.” 


“Didn’t the nurse at Franxx once work for APE?” Junto asked his granddaughter. 


“Yes,” she nodded back. “Supposedly, she was going to slate them. My guess immediately is 
her words were never far from slanderous to begin with. According to one news story, 
they’ve even excluded students to cover up misdemeanours by the staff, the exact thing Zero 
Two claimed they did to her before she came to Franxx. What Kokoro just told me that I’ve 
also found on the web is that there’s even been snapped photos of the principal in a police 
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car. 
“Wait a second.” Utano made a realisation. “Isn’t one of your friends their son?” 


“Zorome.” She named the person. He's going to be devastated. I’ve texted him saying that 
talking will help, but knowing him, he’s probably going to get mad and want to be left 
alone.” 


“Well, it’s his own fault if he doesn’t listen to you or your friends,” Junto told her. “But at 
least you’ve reached out and offered help. As I’ve been telling you this morning, you’re a 
good girl, Ikuno. The only thing disappointing is the fact you would assume we would think 
lowly of you because of who you really are. If only there were more sensible people like you 
in this world. Honestly, what on earth made you think we wouldn’t be fine with you being 
who you are?” 


“Well, when I first realised I was a lesbian, I started looking it up on the web. I learned that 
some people were not just against homosexuality, let alone other sexualities and gender 
identities, but they expressed that with... well, strong hostility.” 


“And like I said when you came out to us,” Nao began, “we’re not those kinds of people, and 
we never will be.” 


“Damn right, Nao.” Junto commended his son. “Your mother and I raised you and your sister 
right, and you’re carrying that on to her.” He then faced Ikuno again. “But seriously — there 
are so many things these days spreading hate and aggression. The internet. Video games. 
Soap operas. Don’t pay attention to any of them. Be who you are.” 


“Definitely,” Ikuno nodded, a smile forming on her face. “What I need to do is put all this 
fear behind me and move on. I need a fresh start and maybe even cut loose.” 


She paused briefly, an attempt at a tiny chuckle almost escaping. An idea had seemingly 
entered her head. She then reached behind her head and pulled off her butterfly hairclip, 
allowing her hair to hang loose. It was very unkempt, something that a quick brush would 
deal with. 


“This is going to be the new me,” she declared. 


End Notes 


This was actually the second ever DarliFra fanfic I wrote, but as it had little to do with the 
source material, I decided to post it after Reflections. The whole point of this story is that it 
expands upon Ikuno’s plot in A Hole in the Heart and gives her more of an enthusiasm boost 
to make her feel even more positive about herself, while also showing why she decided to 
change her hairstyle. 


In short, loose hair equals a loosened-up personality. 


After I wrote A Hole in the Heart, I found that I really enjoyed writing Ikuno’s character to 
the point that I originally had plans for a prequel that showcased her family’s life. This would 
have started with Nao and Utano marrying and ended with the day Ikuno received her test 
results (i. e., the day Hiro learned his grandfather had died). It would mostly have been a slice 
of life story filled with fluff, hurt/comfort, and funny moments, while there would also be 
angst. Obviously, the latter would have been about Ikuno learning of her sexuality and the 
unfortunate fact that homophobia is a thing, while her parents would have quietly discussed 
how they (correctly) guessed her sexuality. 


The reason I chose not to write it was because it focused too much on Ikuno’s family and less 
about her relationship with her friends, but the stuff J had planned was too good to go unused, 
so it’s still canon to this AU and is just never depicted proper; instead, it’s featured in my 
AU’s bible document. Heck, I even added more to the backstory after I scrapped it altogether! 
However, this fic shoehorned in a lot of story points (Fukumi’s death, Ikuno’s first word, etc.) 
because I really wanted to show those ideas off, and I also did this in the redraft of A Hole in 
the Heart. Some of the other upcoming stories in this AU will do that, but not to the extent 
here. 


Also, a minor thing regarding Nao’s character. Now, some of you might have read my notes 
in A Hole in the Heart and pondered “right, so he resembles Tom Selleck and is also a doctor. 
Is this a reference to Richard Burke in Friends?” The short answer is no. The long answer: 
When I was planning this AU, I made rough sketches of what some of the redesigned adults 
and the original characters would look like, while also deciding their ages and jobs. For Nao, 
I decided he’d be a doctor and I drew a generic moustached man, and after I wrote the first 
draft of A Hole in the Heart, I had started watching Friends (it’s a good series, but nowhere 
near as good as Frasier), and when I saw the character of Richard Burke, I immediately 
thought “who the hell is this actor?” When I checked the credits, I read it was Tom Selleck 
and said “oh, that’s the guy who almost played Indiana Jones”. After that, I couldn’t help but 
picture someone like Selleck as Nao, so I retroactively retooled him to have a closer 
appearance to him. 


Please leave kudos and comments if you enjoyed this fanfic! More stories in this series will 
follow in due time! 


Please drop by the Archive and comment to let the creator know if you enjoyed their work! 


